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length and the breadth of its Empire. Their thrift and intelligence
and their general lack of emotions made them ideally fit for leader-
ship among the provinces in distant climes.
EIRE (IRELAND)
And now a different story, one of those inexplicable tragedies
of human destiny in which a race possessed of unlimited mental
possibilities turned its back upon the pursuit of the substance and
wasted its strength upon a futile endeavour to grasp the shadow of
lost causes.
Who was to blame? I don't know. Nobody knows. Geology?
Hardly. Ireland, also a remnant of the great Arctic continent of
prehistoric days, would have been much better off if during the
period of readjustment the centre of the land had not sunk so
deep below the mountainous ridges of the seaboard, giving the
entire country the shape of a soup-plate and making it almost
impossible for its few rivers to wend their way towards the sea
without developing such a large number of curves as to render
them practically unnavigable.
The climate ? No, for it is not very different from that of Eng-
land, only perhaps a trifle more moist and a little more foggy.
The geographic situation? Again the answer is no, for after the
discovery of America Ireland was the nearest and the most con-
veniently situated of all European countries to engage in commerce
with the New World.
Then what? Once more I am afraid it was the incalculable
human dement which upset all prophecies, turned every natural
advantage into a physical disability, victories into defeat, and
courage into a sullen acceptance of a dreary and not very cheer-
ful fete.
Has the atmosphere anything to do with it? We have all of us
heard how dearly the Irish people love their fairy stories. Every
Irish play and every Irish peasant tale mentions elves and were-
wolves and goblins and leprechauns and, truth to tell, in these
prosaic days we sometimes get a litde tired of their kobolds and
pixies and all their whimsical relatives.